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By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Went down to Datchet, Staines, and other places 
along the upper Thames. Great floods out; clerks swim to busi- 
ness every morning, ladies shop at first-floor windows, tradesmen 
come for orders in boats and punts, and so on. Addressed a 
remonstrance, a homily on modesty, to the river; told it not to 
“spread itself’ so much. Got back in good form for the Drawing- 
Room. Special occasion; heaps of presentees. Heard the usual 
remarks on “low necks,” such as “showing off,” ‘too much 
display,” « very low,” and that kind of thing. But, then—— 

ON A GIVEN BASIS. 


The ladies, I am bound to say, 
In all their beautiful array 

Of costumes so decollété, 

Do rather give themselves away. 


To this they fairly may retort 

One must, through good or ill report, 

Prepare for something of the sort, 

When one’s presented at the Court. 
Heard some North-Eastern Railway fellows had struck all in a 
hurry. Dined with Duke of Connaught and Royal Masonic 
Benevolent Institution at Freemason’s. 


Thursday.—Took Her Most Gracious carefully back to 
Windsor. Having safely accomplished that delicate operation, 
returned to town and did. nothing in particular until I dressed for 
dinner, Heard incidentally that some North-Eastern Railway 
chaps had un-struck ina hurry. Dined with Duke of York and 
Licensed Victuallers’ Association Guele 70th annual dinner) at 
Hotel Cecil. Victuals good, naturally. 


Friday.—Looked in on African Committee. Found it took up 
such a lot of the newspaper, thought it might be enterteining. 
Disappointed. All stale ness. Hurried away to the Prince of 
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Wales's levee. Among the diplomatic corps, of course— 
Envoy-Extraordinary from Foun Office. Kaiser 
me in course of the day, and asked me to let the public 
know, “through your influential organ,” that he has determined 
to “root out” Socialism. Now we shan’t—I beg pardon, 
I mean—now we breathe again. The social problem has 


flummoxed a good many wise heads up to now, but—well—— 


ROO-TI-TOO |! 

The ordivary kings and queens 

Have racked their brains without result 
To hit upon effective means 

Of curbing Socialism’s cult ; 
But now the world is wreathed in smiles 

And ev'ry mind’s relieved from doubt— 
No more of Socialistic wiles, 

The Kaiser means to “ root them out”’ | 


Saturday.—Didn’t do much to-day, — ae for the grand 
ball at Berlin in honour of the Emperor's birthday. Dined with 
the Municipal Officers’ Association at the Holborn. Also at the 
Cri. with the London Suburban Railway officials. Berlin ball a 
striking affair. Kaiser went back a bundred years ago for costume 
—unusual. Generally such a forward young man, 


Monday.—Made an early run to Southampton. Southampton 
water looked splendid—quite a spring day. Had a look at the new 
Union s.s. Gascon, Very sumptuous. Hurried back to see H.R.H. 
safely to Boulogne. Did so. Gratifying reception.g Dined with 
the Earl of Vernlam and the London Orphan Asylum at Whitehall 
Rooms. Also with the Most Honourable Society of Ancient Britons 
at the Holborn. 


Tuesday.— Dashed over to France to have a look at the ‘ Carni- 
valling.” Paris specially lively, Great success, but tomfoolery all 
the same, seems to me. 

WHAT DO YOU THINK? 

The people of France 

(Whom you've heard of 
Though you wouldn’t quite yie 
On the threshold of Lent 

To their feelings give vent 
With a spectacle c the Bauf Gras. 

With dances and capers 

And coloured “a 
And littering confetti—Pouf 

I should say ‘ Tral-lal-la{” 

You may call it Bauf Gras, 
But it’s more like an Opera Bouffe. 


Got back for an hour at the Hackney Horse Show at the 
Agricultural, then down to Peterborough to superintend the 
enthronement, and back to dinner at the Mansion House with 
Mr. Bayard. Tue Sprorren. 
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and what to leave behind when she goes away.”’ 
‘*Oh, mine doesn’t; she always takes all her dresses and leaves me.”’ 





“My wife always takes the dickens of a time making up her mind what to take 


The Unsuccessful Artist. 
WHEN I resolved the brush to try, 

My friends termed me erratic ; 
My aspirations e’er were high— 

I now dwell in an attic! 


My many “ Studies from the Nude” 
From critics got a ‘‘ dressing "’ ; 
| They called them “just a trifle rude,” 
Which truly was distressing ! 


At landscapes I was “ all at sea ’”’ 
(My attic they still hamper) ; 

My seascapes were declared to be 
So bad they proved a “damper”! 


I am indeed in sorry plight, 
My eyes grow dull and duller; — 
My face is pinched, and wanly white, 
Though I’m a “man of colour!”’ 


My funds are now extremely low, 
I owe the last two quarters ; 

’Tis vain for me to try to throw 
‘* Oil(s) on my troubled waters !”’ 


But there’s a picture might bring fame, 
I now have in my noddle ; 

‘‘ Starvation,” friends, will be its name, 
And I’ll be my own model! 





— Simei - — SS 


Fame! 


Beggar.—“ If you won’t gimme any- 
think, guv’nor, will you lend me a 
sbillin’?” 

Gentleman.—*The idea of such a 
thing! Why, I don’t know you.” 

Beggar.—‘ Don’t know me? And 
‘ere ‘ave I bin beggin’ in this ’ere town 
fer twenty years! Sich is fame!” 





The Straight Tip. 
Lives of tipsters all remind us, 
Theirs the profit, ours the loss; 


4 Winners they pretend to find us 
(In a garret) on the course ! 












By THe “ Exrast TERRIBLE.”’ 


v Morro for the Greeks—Be ye 
dis-Crete. 
* 


The Transvaal Government seems to 
._ - be once more on the Rand-an. 


* 


Even the very Boer judges can’t 
stomach Oom Paul. He certainly isa 
big mouthful. He wants to make the 
Transvaal Supreme Court subservient 
to the Volksraad, but the judges are 
not volke raady to bend the knee to Dr. 
Leyds and the Hollanders. 


> * 


It will Bayard to replace the ex-ambassador from America, 
won't it? 











Labby's cross-examination of Rhodes struck most of us as being 
flabby. Rhodes seemed to ride rough-shod over him. In view of 
the tall talk of the member for 7ruth, we ought now to call him 
La-“ bouche”’-re. 








“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 64.) 
THe Littrte ENGLANDER. 


England, ’pshaw, I’m sick and tired 
Of hearing such a word, 
With real disgust I am inspired, 
It’s really most absurd, 
To hear them prate of what you've done, 
Of Wellington and Clive, 
Of wondrous battles you have won, 
Of how you grow and thrive. 


In spite of all temptation I 
Love other countries best, 

If any other nation I 
Can praise I feel well blest; 

What good is glory I would know, 
What value is your past, 

How much per cent. does Empire show, 
And how long will it last? 


Let India go, and all the lot, 
They are no good to me, 
And let the Navy go to pot, 
Who wants to rule the sea? 
Let Germans land upon our shore, 
Let France old London take, 
This patriotic rot's a bore, 
A politician's “ fake.” 


So long as I've enough to eat, 
And leisure to read Truth, 

I'd worship at the Kaiser's feet, 
Or anyone, forsooth. 














So down with England, always wrong, 
Let Harcourt treat for peace, 
And then it won't be very long 
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reigned almost as long as Queen 
| Victoria. 
| = 
: Economy. 
| Miss Levy.—‘* Sali I play someting on 


Mr. 


reece and the Great 
r“Greece bas no such dangerous 


enemies as those who urge her to defy 
the collective will of Eurcne.”’ ] 


Or revolution in Crete, we feel, 
Greece was quite right to grease the 


Ir was in the Travellers’ Club, and a 
member just returned from India was 
narrating bis experience in a tiger hunt: 
‘“T had fallen asleep, you see, but woke 
with something tickling my face. I heard 
short thick pants 

“T see,” interrupted Whitwood, the 
licensed joker of the club, “sort of 
biking knickers.” 

“Shut up. The striped gentleman's 
whiskers roused me—not the pants.” 

“T said the pants weren’t-rowsers!”’ 
said the joker aforesaid, and silence 


de piano to you, fader ? 


play somdting soft, den it vili not vear 
out de piano so mooch!”’ 


Powers. 
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Travellers’ Tales. 








Levy.—‘* Yes, mine tear; but 














Mrs, 
nothing but grumble at me. Why did 
you marry me?” 

Mr. Snapple (drily).— Well, that is 
rather difficult to answer; but I had an 


Nature’?” 
- Mr. S. (promptly).—‘*No, a freak of 
ill-nature.”’ 


Answered. 
Snapple (angrily).—‘* You do 


idea when I first married you of travel- — a ; 

ling the country with a caravan show.” Za ail a. hen 
Mrs. S. (indignantly).—* Then do you , LLL g a LE_s?"- KrotT)L 

mean to say that 1 am a ‘freak of “Rammer ’ oe ay 





‘“‘ Now, boy, what are you about’? Letimy dog‘alone, please.” 
“ Beg pardin, ’m—no offence, lid) —I was on'y «-astin’ him for ‘is tai'or’s address.” 














That our Laureate Bard we may henceforth regard 


Topic I.—During the earlier sittings of the South African Com- 
mittee Mr. Rhodes was deferentially polite to Mr. Labouchere. 


Topic II.—A friend of Mr. Austin’s, writing in Cassell’s Magazine, 
says the Laureate has made himself a pet of society. 


Topic III.—Mr. Justice North thinks the operatic song, ‘‘ Do 
we Ever See the Same Bird Twice?” 
Topic 1V.— A society is being formed which will ‘“ black list” And I Thought the Betting Dodge was Very Nice! 


people who use arms or other heraldic devices to which they are 
not entitled. wail! 


We are pleased to be shown by a friend of his own 


But (there's always a but!) we've a question to put, 
Which to answer doth slightly surpass us: 

When, oh, when will he shine as a pet of the nine 
Little ladies who live on Parnassus? 


Trifles about Topics. 


Ill.—THE MOST INANE BIRD-SONG. 


I backed a rank outsider once at Kempton Park to win— 
oat Do we Ever Catch the Oof Bird Twice ? 
& very inane Compommce. The rank ‘un pulled the victory off; I pulled a “ pony "’ in, 


Since then, I’ve paid five hundred pounds in bets—but, hear my 


I have Had of Blooming Luck no Other Slice ; 
And now I curse the day when first I grabbed the oof-bird’s tail, 
For I’ve Never Caught the Oof Bird Twice! 


IV.—ARMA RUSHUMQUE Cano! 


The dressmaking dame and the tailoring gent 
View this new institution ca pe ah ore 
fae ‘* What's the good,” they exclaim, “‘ of a scheme that is meant 
- rp 4 ena y: bee ot a The display of unauthorised arms to prevent? 
ffeting It’s a scheme no sane mortal would pray for! 

I1.—‘‘ ONE MORE RIVER TO CROSS.” It’s a dodge which our spirits distressfully grieves, 
For what’s really required, in thisera of thieves, 
Is a plan for preventing all Adams and Eves 
From displaying—such arms as are costumed in sleeves 


aL 


Which they've got no intention to pay for! 


I.—VERITAS PREVALEBIT! 


Still harsh to Cecil, Cecil’s foes 

May rant in rhyme and rave in prose 

Of * faltering epeech ’’ and “ timid pose ’’— 
But they must own, forsooth, 

That (though some music-facing throes 

May smite him, while be undergoes 


(Whose remark to be nowise gainsaid is) 


As a pet of society ladies 
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Cynthia (who has been devouringya fashionable weekly).—‘* How splendid it must be to be ‘in Society’ and have the papers raving 


about one, and al) that sort of thing. 


Millicent.—* Just think what a fuss they would make about you! 


Tossed ! 


Wat tHe BurraLco THINKs :— 


H’'u, yes—of course—precisely 
What else could he expect ? 
I tried to treat him nicely 
But could not recollect! 
I tried so to remember, 
But tried, alas! in vain 
But I should think that he would 
shrink 
From tempting me again ! 


He would know all about it, 
He would not be content! 

Plain fact—he seemed to doubt it, 
With ill-timed merriment. 

I wished so to oblige him! 
I did my very best, 

But now maybe his faults he'll see 
And give his tongue a rest ! 


On facts derived from rumour 
He must delight to stuff — 
I bore it with good humour 
Until I'd had enough ! 
I smiled at first serenely 
And then my smile grew grim: 
I ducked my head, and up he sped, 


And r ne grieved for hin 


$39 


Even the plain ladies of the upper ten thousand are spoken of as beauties.” 








He should have known ’twas risky 
To play his tricks on me; 

A Buffalo as frisky 
As Buffalo can be. 

John Bull perhaps don’t mind— 
Sut that’s John Bull’s affair ; 
When I get cross I'm bound to toss 

The worthy Labouchere ! 


WHat THE ToREADOR THINKS :— 


Oh, Lor! This is surprising ! 
Why didn't I rehearse ? 

It’s like a “native rising,”’ 
But infinitely worse ! 

This up, up, up sensation 
Is more than I can bear, 

I must protest, this kind of jest, 
Is really most unfair! 


It is the unexpected 
Which happens, folk declare ! 

Why, why was I connected 
With such a rough affair ? 

I should have been more careful, 
More careful, aye, by half 

But, on my word, I'd always heard 
This bull was buta calf 


ie 


I thought that it was easy, 
I had no cautious fears ; 
But this is far too breezy ; 
I’m getting on in years. 
This gay toreadoring 
Might suit some lissom elf— 
Let Harcourt try if he can fly— 
I’ve had enough, myself! 


This up, up, up sensation 
Might please a slender youth— 
It helps the circulation 
Of undiluted ‘‘ Truth.” 
But then my circulation 
Receives a chilly check ; ; 
From earth to part it breaks ones 
heart, 
And almost breaks one’s neck. 


WHaT THE PuBLIC THINK :— 


The show has nearly ended, 

See, there now, up he goes! 
Hurrah! Oh, this is splendid ! 

They toss, do Buffaloes. _ : 
Hurrah! Hurrah! Good business! 

This is a noble sight ! ™ 
Good morrow, Bull, with honours full! 


mT 4 . } 
Toreador, good might 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 90,) 
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Chevy Slyme.*-“ Did yer read abart Gladsting sending 
a telegram to the Dily Chronicle on this ’ere row between 
the Greeks and the Turks? Now, wot J wants ter know is, 
wot ole Gladsting has got to do with Greece?” 
Tigg —‘ Well, 'e ain’t got so much to do with it as you 
‘ave, from the look o' your coat!” 


A Little Difference of Opinion. 
A LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE CONVERSATION. 





Dramatis Persone. 
W. E. Gladstone, Esq....... Au Old Parliamentary Hand. 
Sir Ellis Ashmead Bartlett... A Young Do. Do. 
Scene.—An awful one. In Asia Minor. 

(Curtain rises and discovers the two gentlemen sitting on camp 
stools surrounded by dummy “ theatrical” atrocities of the most 
shocking description.) 

W. E. G. (waving his umbrella loftily).—* Sir, this is a sad but a 
noble and an instructive sight. Surroundea, as I am, by this 
appalling spectacle, and carried away, as I may well be, by that 
high sense of humanity which characterises every member of this 
House——. The eaahes for West Birmingham smiles! Smiles, 
Sir, at the destruction——. Sir, 1 beg the right honourable 

entleman's pardon, I understood tim to smile. Where was I ? 

res, this horrible scene, this most awful and shocking massacre is, I 
may say, with exaggeration, a really excellent subject for discussion 
at bye-elections. Sir——"’ 

Sir E. A. B. (who has shown signs of impatience).—“* Pardon me |! 
This is most interesting. But when I consented to come out here, 
it was clearly understood that we should stick to the point. As I 
said to my friend the Sultan, most charming fellow the Sultan, you 
don’t know him, I think?" 

W. E. G. (in awful tones).—“ Sir! I snow him too well.” 

Sir E. A. B.—“ Indeed! Well, as I was saying, I said to the 
Sultan, I will bring old Gladstone——”" 

W. E. G. (in awfuller tones).—“ Sir! old Gladstone?” 

Sir E. A. B. (hurriedly).—** Well, I said I would bring you out 
here and you could see for yourself that these (pointing to 
atrocities) poor Mussulmans—— " 

W. E. G.—* Christians, Sir, poor oppressed Christians.” » 

Sir E. A. B.—*‘ Mussulmans, I assure you; they do look like 
Christians I admit, in this light. Limelight and reporter’s moon- 
shine is so very deceptive. In clear daylight I can assure 
you-—"’ 

W. E. G.—“ Enough, Sir, enough. This is trifling. Do you 
think, Sir, that I would bave left my home, and my Homer, to 

















I 


come out here to gaze at damaged Mussulmans. No, Sir, no! 
Permit me to say that your friend the Sultan is a——” 

Sir E. A. B.— Order! Order!! Order !!!” 

W. E. G.—“ Who dares to say order! Am I to be ordered about 
at my time of life? No, Sir, and I appeal to the wholesome 
instincts of a noble, wise, illiterate democracy; to the great force 
that lies latent in the manly heart of every Liberal voter ; I demand 
in the name of the masses of my fellow workers in the vineyards of 
Reform—I demand that this ruthless persecution shall from this 
moment cease to be, and that England, rising once more from the 
ashes of her former greatness, shall take ber true place at the head 
of a confederated world in the interests of Peace—Peace that lies 
desolate at the feet of the despoiled, and that languishes in awful 
despair beneath the iron heart of a Tory administration. (Aside.) 
How’s that for high? (Alowd.) So, again, I say that the Sultan 
is & a 

Sir E. A. B.— He isn’t!” 

W. E. G.—“‘ Heis! These poor Christians—— 

Sir EZ. A. B.—‘* Mussulmans, I assure you!” 

W. E. G.—“I will not, I must not, I cannot be contradicted. I 
have here a doctor’s certificate to that effect. (Produces it.) (In 
a pleading tone.) Sir, I am getting ou in years. Nevermore shall 
I take any part in tne government of the universe, a letter to the 
papers now and again, a public speech or two when absolutely 
necessary, & post-card to a few hundred thousand of my admirers, 
is all I am permitted to undertake. There I beg of you to allow me 
to call the Sultan a beast. It won't hurt the Sultan, and it will do 
me as much good as eight hours at the seaside or a fortnight at 
Grasse! Havel your permission?” (Weeps.) 

Sir E. A. B. (dramatically as he turns away and wipes his sleeve 
over |vis left eye).—‘‘ These tears unman me. Call away.”’ 

W. E. G.—“ Thanks. The Sultan is a Beast!”’ 

(Sir E. A. B. faints away.) 

W. E.G. (as he tries to restore him).—‘‘ Poor young man! Poor 
young man! Perbaps my drops may——”’ (produces bottle). 

Sir E. A. B.— Light, more light!—I mean—air! No water.”’ 

W. E.G. (in a stage whisper).—‘‘ It is not water—don’t tell Har- 
court—it’s— ‘cold punch!’”’ 

(Sir E. A. B. takes a good pull and is himself again.) 

W. E. G.—**I had no idea——”’ 

Sir E. A. B.—‘‘No, I am very sensitive. My friend, the Sultan, 
is really so charming, so enlightened, so broad-minded, so very fond 
of reading my speeches, that really—I assure you—to hear him 
abused upsets me, completely upsets me.”’ 

W. E. G.—“ Sir, Iam grieved, truly grieved, that I should have 
been so unfortunate——"’ 

Sir E. A. B.—“ Say no more about it, say no more about it !”’ 

W. E. G.— But I must say more about it! I must introduce 
the subject, I must sub-divide it, I must illustrate it, and I must 
perorate.” 

(Sir HZ. A. B. faints again and is revived as before.) 

Sir E. A. B. ( faintly).—“ Sir, thank you. Your explanation is 
most satisfactory.’ 

W. E. G.—** But I have made no——"’ 

Sir EZ. A. B.—* No, but you meant to. More than that I could 
not hear—in my present state of mind—I mean —health!” 

Ww. E. G.—* Had it not been for these poor Christians +5 

Sir E. A. B.—‘‘ Mussulmans, I assure you. The Sultan told me 
personally that the way the unspeakable Christian treats the mild 
and enlightened son of Islam is something too awful for words. 
You would really be surprised——”’ 

W. E. G.—“I should, Sir, I should!” 

Sir E. A. B.—*“ You would, indeed. To hear my friend, Abdul, 
sae over some of his experiences—well, it would make your hair 
curl!” 

W. £. G.—* Never.”’ 

Sir FE. A. B.—* Well, it made mine. 
since. Poor Abdul, he was quite cut up—— 

W. E. G. (sotto voice).—** Serve him right! ”’ 

Sir E. A. B.—‘* He was, indeed! He says the Christians are 
the plague of his life. They massacre his troops, and then they 
massacre each other, and then they say that he did it.”’ 

W. E. G. (seizing the nearest “ theatrical”’ atrocity).—‘‘ And do 
you dare to tell me that this Christian ag 

Sir E. A. B. (seizing the other side of dummy).—‘ Mussul- 
man! ”’ 

W. E. G.—* Christian ! "’ 

Sir E. A. B.—‘* Mussulman! "’ 

(They gesticulate violently and, to their astonishment, the dummy 
comes to pieces, and is seen to be stuffed with back numbers of the 
“* Daily News.’’) 

W. BE. G.—“ Sold! By Zeus!” 

Sir E. A. B.—“ Sold! By Jingo!” 


(Exit in opposite direction with great dignity.) 
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And it has curled ever 
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(Curtain.) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 1.—“HIS HOME.” 


«“Drat the man! always in the way. Here, get out of it.” 
The words came from Mrs. Jeremiah Winklepuff in one of her 
paddys, and Mrs. J. W.in one of her paddys is not to be denied. 
“I got out of it”; Lam Mr. Jeremiah Winklepuff. 

The Winklepuffians have always—even in the most remote 
ages-—been noted for their chivalrous bearing towards their 
wives and the fairer sex in general (when the wives are 
out of sight and hearing). Alas! the decadence of this 
degenerate age. The noble bearing, in their family circle of 
such men as I, is what the outside world calls ‘‘ being henpecked.” 
Perish the despicable word, and let me say that, if it came to the 
point to face the whole world or Mrs. J. W., I would face the whole 
world bravely and defend myself to the last gasp. But, to my 
tale—It was the vernal ‘turning out of rooms” at Melpomene 
Villa, Buggins Row, Acton. 

For two hours I had been chivied about from one chair to another 
as the scrubbing proceeded, followed by Amelia (Mrs. J. W., that is). 
There was @ spring-clean look in her eye that I knew from past ex- 
perience boded no good, 
‘* Here, get out of it,’’ she 
reiterated, approaching 
the last corner to which 
I had beaten an honour- 
able retreat. ‘‘And mind 
the pail, looney,’’ she con- 
tinued, as I stumbled 
across the wet floor into 
the passage, and so into 
the back yard, to watch 
the busy scene through 
the kitchen window. My 
sole companion was the 
cat, who had also sought 
a safer asylum, and was 
making frantic efforts to 
reach a spot where a 
vigorous application of a 
short broom had been 
applied. ‘‘Oh, Tom! Oh, 
happy feline!’ I mur- 
mured—but Tom was still 
smarting under his former 
injuries, and was at war 
with mankind in general. 
With a sinister glare and 
a snarl of defiance, he 
° vanished. 

I turned again to the 
window, and could just 
discern through the chaos 
the pride of the house of Winklepuff. Beautiful as a poet’s dream, 
my own blue-eyed boy, Telemachus Jupiter Winklepuff: a budding 
young clerk of 16 guileless summers. He was busily employed 
at the kitchen table making himself proficient in a game of cards 
he calls ‘* Patience.”’ 

I do not approve of cards in a general way, but this game seems 
harmless and innocent enough. He éelects three cards from the 
pack—one being a picture 
card—and after showing 
you thig picture card 
several times during a 
series of skilful manipu- 
lations, he flings them all 
down on the table, and 
you have to guess which 
is His-Too-Too-ness, as ‘ 
Telemachus humorously 
puts it. It’s a funny game, 
and sometimes really very 
hard to find the right one. 
He says he learnt it from 
the curate. 

“Where has that lunatic 
gone to now!” was wafted 
through the window in 
Amelia’s dulcet tones. I 
looked round and could ; 
see no lunatic. I thought, perhaps, under the circumstances it would 
be advisable to go and try and find him. On reaching the street I 


























“On, Happy FELINE!” 








THe GAME WITH THE THREE CARDS. 





met Boffles—he is not the lunatic Amelia referred to; I would that 
he were. Boffles is my next-door neighbour, and, at times, 
presumes on his neighbourly interest. This evening was evidently 
one of his times, 

‘* What oh !” he exclaimed ina husky voice, smacking me smartl 
on the back (I hate anyone who does that), “ you're just the man 
want; come and have a ‘ tiddiley’?” 

‘“A what!" I said. 

‘A ‘ tiddiley,”” he answered. 

‘“* And what's a ‘ tiddiley?'” I asked. 

‘Why a ‘drink,’ you old fool,” he replied. 

I said, ‘‘I wasn’t thirsty, thank you.” My answer seemed to 
stagger him. He gazed at me with a blank, bewildered look, and 
then biurted out— 

‘“Why, you demented old fossil (I never really liked the man), 
people don’t drink because they're thirsty, they drink because——— 
well, because——oh, come on.” Before I knew where I was, or could 
offer any form of resistance, I was pushed into a gaily-lighted bar 
and facing the smiling barmaid, whom Boffles, with all his easy 
familiarity, called Baby. He also called for two “ tiddileys” 
under the sobriquet of ‘‘dog’s nose.’’ Then, with a look of 
blank astonishment, diving his hands into his pocket, he 
said, ‘I say, old Puffy, you’ll have to pay for this; I’ve left my 
money at home.” I paid. I’ve since heard this is what’s called 
‘‘an ancient wheeze.” Baby came round and whispered to 
Boffles, ‘‘ Who’s the old codger?”’ and he whispered back, ‘‘ My 
uncle with the brass.”” ‘ Garn on,” she said, “ It is, I tell you,” 
said Boffles; ‘‘ behave yourself.”” She was very nice to me 
after that, and said something about it not being very far to Rich- 
mond, and that a hansom could take two down there comfortably. 

I said, ‘‘ Wouldn’t it be rather a squeeze ?"’ and she said, ‘“‘ You 
naughty man, you!” 

Boffles said, ‘‘ Are you going to have another ?"’ 

‘‘Another what?” I said. 

“ Another drink, you old ass,’’ he replied. 

Baby said, ‘“‘ Do, dear.” Jdid. I also paid again—and also for 
a glass of wine for Baby. We had several after that—how many, 
or whether I paid for all, I don’t quite remember now. I was 
beginning to feel very, very happy, and, seizing Baby’s hand, was 
about to pour forth protestations of my Platonic affection, when I 
heard a voice behind me say :— 

‘‘Dad! Mother’s been looking through this open door for half- 
an-hour. I guess she'll make it hot for you when you do come 
home.”’ 

The voice was from Telemachus, and his words were only too 
true. 

Supported by Boffles on one side I bade a tearful adieu to the 
fairest of her sex, her last words (‘‘ Cheer up, old hoss’’) ringing 
in my ears as I made a staggering voyage across the bene to 
Melpomene Villa. Boffles (coward that he is) left me hanging on 
the door knocker. The door swung open with a violent jerk, and 
Amelia, with the expressions of all the seven furies in her face, 
stood before me. She commenced vituperatively, ‘You low 
. » « -' But no! The great do not blazon forth their afflic- 
tions, they suffer in silence. Words on paper do not adequately 
express the crispness of Amelia’s remarks on that memorable 
evening ; which I listened to with dignified comportment, one hand 
still resting gracefully on the knocker. She finished by turning the 
gas out, going upstairs and locking the bedroom door; leaving me 
in the dark to spend the rest of the night in the cold hall or the 
kitchen. 

That night, during the solemn hours of my weary vigil, I swore 
that I would have retaliation. The name of Jeremiah Winklepuff 
should no longer be associated with that of “‘ Henpeck.” I would 
be free and throw off the trammels of domestic life. And, gentle 
reader, before morning there came a brilliant thought that would 
bring me emancipation. But I anticipate. The sins of the evening 
had yet to be atoned for, and in an unheard-of manner. Alas! for 
the perfidy of human nature, and barmaids in particular. 








Chemical Information. 


Exzaminer.—‘* How many kinds of nitre are there ?” 
Small Boy.—‘ Three.”’ 

E.—* Name them.” 

S. B.—* Sweetnitre, Incognitre, and Recognitre.”’ 


~- a em me rn ce ee ee 


Accent on the “ Hear.” 


First Neighbour (proudly).—* My daughter is learning the 
violin.” 
Second Ditto (sadly ).—‘* So I hear!” 
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Tury have cut out all of Colley Cibber 
from the Lyceum version of Richard I/I., 
but that shan’t prevent me saying “ Richard's 
himself again,” and, on the slightest provoca- 
tion, I would emulate H. J. Byron, and advise 
you to hurry up and get your seats at the box 
office, where they’ll charge you ‘‘ s0 much for 
booking ’em.”’ 
‘ It was an electrical evening—this return of 
." Da the Irving after his illness, and we were al! 
cates very anxious to discover if his accident had 
left any maleficent eflect upon him. Surprised and delighted 
were we, then, to find Sir Henry in finer form than before—fuller 
of life and energy, of the enjoyment of acting; that his Richard 
was more vigorous and alert, more devilishly buoyant and more 
militantly reckless than at first; that the great actor had added 
many a brilliant thought and many a luminous touch to his 
masterly rendering of Shakespeare’s pet villain. 

Miss Genevieve Ward and Mr. Frank Cooper supported him ably 
—the gorgeous stage pictures were there in their entirety, and, 
altogether, Richard is considerably more than himself again. 


I went to the beautiful Brixton theatre the other evening to see 
The Destroying Angel. My mood was much more destructive than 
angelic when I came away. Miss Marie Corelli may thank her 
lucky stars that Mr. Scudamore’s ‘‘new mystic drama’ has no 
ostensible connection with her novel. It is Gounod’s Faust and 
Marguerite in modern dress, Evelyn West, the heroine, is 4 
variation of Gounod’s variation of Goethe's Margaret, and the 
modern Mephistofeles in the blackest of black frock coats and the 
whitest of white goloshes tempts her with new gowns and property 
diamonds just in the old, sweet, played-out way. 

There is also an excellent clergyman cf the well-known stage 
type, who brandishes the Cross on the slightest provocation, and 
reminds one of Little Bethel and other quaint forms. There is a 
stilted author, who got on my nerves, and an aristocratic young 
lady, who is intended to show the provincials what a blasé¢, end-o!- 
the-century, infidel set the peerage is. Oh, it was all so cheap, 
and the acting, with the exception of Miss Agnes Hewitt, who 
struggled bravely against adversity and played with quiet power 
and pathos, was entirely on the plane of ‘‘ new mystic drama.” 


Subsequently, the lightness and brightness of an evening at the 
Palace Theatre was as an hour of sunshine. Here there are 
glimpses of art and taste and refinement, of freshness, life, and 
charm. To hear Miss Susetta Fenn sing ‘“‘ Robin Adair” was a 
blessed relief to the ear—that strong, clear, full, ringing voice of 
hers, with a note or two in it of really exquisite beauty. To see 
the Glenroy Troupe dance the hornpipe and the Scotch and Irish 


reels so gracefully, so vigorously, so whole-heartedly, was a fascina- 
tion to the eye. Mlle. Anne Thibaud, a newcomer from Paris, has 
a quiet and charming style, an effective voice, and an entire 
absence of the grotesqueries of the average chanteuse from Paris. 
Mr. Jchn Le Hay, Dutch Daly, the Polos, Mlle. Diane de Fontenoy, 
the Tableaux Vivants, and Mr. Plumpton’s fine orchestra are, in 


themselves, sufficient to pack the Palace, as pack it they do. 
GOSSAMER. 


The tenth Universal Cookery and Food Exhibition will be held 
at the Niagara Hall, St. James’ Park, S.W., on Wednesday, May 
12th to May 19th next. 

The annual dinner of the Commercial Travellers’ Benevolent 
Institution will this year take place at the Hotel Cecil on 
March 19th, under the chairmanship of Mr. Thomas Webber 
Jerrard, of the firm of Jerrard, Darby, and Clegg, of Wood 
Street. 

The Sixth Annual Great Fisheries Exhibition, which will remain 
open at the Royal Aquarium from the 9th inst. to the 13th of 
April, is the largest of its kind that has yet been held. 





The Wiles of Greece. 
‘Nore A.—The following lines were not written by Byron. 
Note B.—Nor by any member of the Byron Society. 


THE wiles of Greece! the wiles of Greece! 
Loud vowed the glib Hellenic tongue 
That hatred of a shattered peace 
Alone the Grecian heart-strings wrung, 
And, save @ peace-restoring aim, 
No purpose roused the martial flame! 


The wiles of Greece! the wiles of Greece! 
How soon the veil was from them flung 
When statelier Powers had planned surcease 
Of woes that suffering Crete o’erhung. 

How patent, then, the fact became 
That GREED OF GRAB was Greece’s game |! 


The Indifferent Punter. 


I TAKE no interest in Crete; I really do not care 

If with your gallant little Greece the Powers should war declare, 
Because that dashing country helped its brothers. 

And when I pick my paper up d’ye think I study Rhodes, 

And gloat upon his doings and his empire-making modes ? 
Not I! I leave such matters unto others. 


Now, some enthusiastic folk have “snatched a fearful joy” 
On hearing that George Grossmith had returned to the Savoy— 
Of all stage-worship I’ve been long divested ; 
In billiards, too, I'm never seized with that excess of zeal 
Were some people go and watch Jobn Roberts play with 
eall— 
I could not, if I tried, be interested. 


I treat all strikes and tumults to an apathetic smile, 
And when I hear of William’s brag or Kruger’s cunning guile 
My features, you may notice, sre quite rigid: 
And whether Nansen reached the Pole or whether he did not 
I’m candidly confessing that I do not care a jot— 
I feel upon such matters rather frigid. 


But don’t imagine, reader, that I am quite dead beat 
My interest on one subject soon goes up to fever heat— 
I’m studying now the Sportsman, Star, and Pink ’Un: 
The bell upon the Carholme will soon ring “the season ” in 
We'll hear the thud of horses’ hoofs, the bookies’ deafening din— 
So I want to find the winner of the Lincoln! 
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A Baconian Essay—Books. 


Books are to be borrowed, never bought. Verily, to borrow a 
priceless volume showeth wisdom ; to return it, folly. The Greek 
proverb saith well, ‘‘ Books are bought by the fool, and sold by the 
pound.” To every volume there is an outside and an inside; and 
certain there be that prefer the one; certain, the other. You shall 
note of some works that there is calf without and calf within ; 
while true it is that ofttimes doth the leather enclose a poorer stuff 
than did the skin. In others, padded covers sort well with padded 
contents. Books, like nobles, are titled, and as in manya (foreign) 
specimen of the latter there is nought but, title and garb, so itsis 
with the former. 

Books are food for the mind. The French like their nourishment 
hot, wherefore he that lifteth the cover of a dish prepared by th: 
modish chef Zola, doth find as much of cayenne and spice as of 
meat. Men there are in England who, contrariwise, cry out against 
this new seasoning, for all that, in these enlightened days it gradu- 
ally supersedeth the sal atticum of old time. Some books are to 
be tasted, some chewed, and others eschewed; some are to be 
swallowed, some digested, but far more must needs, like cold dump- 
lings, be labelled, ‘‘ Aids to dyspepsia.” Ever hath it been found 
that divers poems stick in the throat, while, to say truth, none but 
boa-constrictors could assimilate sundry legal and philosophical 
tomes. 

There be two kinds of books, those that are perused, and those 
that are not. Worthy is it of observing that the bluer a volume, 
the more it is read. Books serve for ornament and for use: for the 
first, as adornments of drawing-room tables and many a library, 
and as curl-papers; for the second, as missiles, and as envelopes for 
butter. 

To speak more particularly regarding modern works. Of these 
many a one doth flatly confute the saying, ‘‘ Hx nihilo nihil fit”’ ; 
nay, from one cerebral nothing you shall oft find proceed several 
nothings, each in three volumes. A successful book is sometimes 
the result of clever writing, sometimes of clever booming; in 
respect of which Professor Nescio hath a high saying, ‘ A rolling 
stone gathers no moss, but a rolling log gathers purchasers of 
books.”’ It were good that foreign nations should emulate us, who, 
in these later days, have commenced to get our literature where we 
get our linen—at the draper’s. Certainly, the moderns have taken 
a higher flight than the ancients, in that we manufacture first 
editions not only of our own books, but also of theirs. 

And now of the writers of books. The infant hath the measles, 
the maiden doth succumb to the dancing sickness, and, in like 
manner, the man is seized by the writing fever. This is certain, 
that no man publisheth his work for money, but rather to comply 
with the requests of friends, to benefit the world by his lucubra- 
tions, or to snow what he can do while waiting for the train. 

Whoso stealeth the contents of a purse is depraved, and a rogue; 
whoso of a book is forgetful, and a gentleman; wherefore, a poet 
had it for a byword that, ‘‘To pick a man’s pocket is robbery, to 
pick his brains is plagiarism.” ™ 

AM. 





Unlucky. 

Vife-—‘‘My father used to say I was the brightest jewel he 
possessed.” 
“Husband (growlingly).—‘‘ Opal, he must have meant, for you've 
brought me bad luck ever since I’ve had you.” 





A ZOOLOGICAL MISNOMER. 


‘* What puzzles you, Johnny?” 
‘Why, uncle, the bear that climbs the pole isn’t the polar 
bear!” 


A Catastrophy. 


Brown (to neighbour).-‘ There was a kind of mewtiny in your 
back yard last night, old man, wasn't there?” 

Robinson.—* Well, yes, but it was all owing to the puss-illani- 
nwouse behaviour of our old Tom ——"’ 

Brown (interrupting).—‘ Ah, now you're showing a 
feline.”’ 
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PROMOTE DIGESTION. 


Supplied to the Queen and Royal Family. 


If any difficulty be experienced in obtaining “‘ HOVIS,” or if what is 
supplied as ‘‘ HOVIS” is not satisfactory, please write, sending sample 


(the cost of which will be defraayed) to 


§. FITTON & SON, Millers, MACCLESFIELD. 


Bakers recommending any otber Bread in the place of *‘ Hovis” do so 


for their own profit, BEWARE! 


Purchasers are requested to see that all bread supplied to them as 


‘ Hovis” is stamped * Hovis.”’ 


Apply to your Grocer for “‘ Hovis"’ Flour for Home use, packed in bags 


of 34)bs, and 7lbs. 


Gd. or 1s. Samples of Bread and Biscuits on receipt of stamps. 
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PRIZE COMPETITION. 





FIVE POUNDS IN MONEY PRIZES: 


What you have got to do for it. 


oP Bn Oe Ge Oe Be De Ga We Oe Oa 
De a a a a a a a a ae a eae ak asa 

















Make up a sentence from each of the undermentioned half-dozen sets 


of letters, which respectively constitute a well-known quotation. 


The money will be divided amongst successful Competitors, not ex- 


ceeding twenty. 


THE SETS OF LETTERS TO BE MADE INTO SENTENCES :— 
1. afegtaroyfyouhretajnosevibi. 


2. egoltalhanthepuagdaishosth. 

8, alnosadyrethgasisymer. 

4. cmestrisqothraidynetuafolintey. 
5. nomatefukadonfonhewe. 

6 


. tdantetemhept. 


Answers (postage prepaid) should be addressed to, and must reach the, 
EDITOR OF “FUN,” 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, EQ... 


not later than the 24th March. 1897. 


The upper portion of the Title Page, containing the number of the 
present issue, must accompany the answers. 


The award of the Editor shall be final in every respect. 











I wi 
hyst 
forei 
Eng 

















Hav 
turn 
the | 


Adm 
resig 
nava 
by tl 
long 


Not 








